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These Cheyennes are excellent horse-
men, and exhibited some feats of horse-
manship today that would seem almost
{neredible, such as slipping down on the
horse's side uml shooting arrows from
under the sanimal’s neck, while on the run;
sicking up things off the ground while the
Lormu was running; picking up their
wounded comrades and carrying them off.

One Indian was seen ronning his horse
at the top of his speed, while one of his
(the Indian's) legs was broken and flop-
ping about as be Tan, during the fight. One
feat that 1 witnessed myself excels any-
thing thut I ever suw or heard of, and,
I em afraid, will hardly be believed.

Capt. Beall, of "A" Co.,, and a German
of my company, (Ej, named Muniky,
woere present and witnessed the same.

The three of us were chasing the lo-
dian, and seemed to be gaining on him—
sll putting their horses down to their best
speed—when the lndisn looked back and
gaw that we were overtaking him. He
then began to lighten himself and horse;
throwing away his bow and arrows. He
then sprung out of the sauddle—without
checking the speed—on to the horse’s back
just belind the saddle, and resching down
with his knife cut the girth. Then took
the saddle and blanket and threw them
away, sprung back into his place where
the saddie had been. Then changing ll}h
long lanece—which he had held all this
time In his bridle hand—into his right
band he gave it a whirl about his head
and a few yells, and the pony began leav-
ing us so fast that we saw it W4s no use
to follow him further. 1 never counld un-
derstund why the Indian should throw
away his bow and arrows, his most ef-
fective weapons, -and retain the lance.

Capt. Beall reined up his borse and
aid:

. *AMen, that fellow descrves his life and
Iberty, Let him go.”

we gave up the chase snd as no
others were near, we retraced our steps,
stopping to pick ap the Indian’s bow and
arrows, and some other “fixin's" that he
bhad thrown away, .

[Capt. Wm. N. R. Beall; resigned
August, 18G1; beeawe Brigadier-General,
C. 8. A, 1861-'65; died July 26, 1883.—
Ed.]

A DESPERATE ENCOUNTER.

Private Rollin M, Taylor, of my com-
any, (E), bad & desperate hand-to-hand
gght with a big Cheyenne warrior today,
the particulars of which, as given by Tay-
lor himself, are substantially as follows:

“As the Indians closely pressed by, our
men rushed pell-mell  across the river,

many horses mired down in the quicksands
and # number of onr men, ns well as the
Indians abandoned their horses to their
fate, and floundered through to the other
bank, coming out afoot. "Taylor's horse
was one that stuck, but Taylor stayed with
bim, nnd after some delay managed to ex-
tricate him, and safely made the other
bank, but minus his rifle, which he bad
lost in the river. When he reached the
bank, however, he found himself alone,
his comrades having gone alend, following
and fighting the retreating Choyennes. On
looking sbout him, he espied n lone war-
rior, afoot, making oif up the slope on a
trot, who had probably lost his horse in
the river.

Not having time to retarn his saber,
Taylor let it drop—hanging by the saher
knot to his wrist—drew his revolver nnd
started gulloping after the Indian. He
bad not gone far until his horse tramped
in a prairvie-dog hole and fell, pitehing Tay-
lor over his head, his revolver fiving some
distunce out of his hand. The Indian|
saw the accident and turved and sturted
back townrd his fallen foe,

Taylor quickly picked himself up, but
could not tind his revolver, and his horse
was rendered useless by a broken leg.
His saber hanging to his wrist was all
the weapon he had left, and taking that
in his band he started to meet the enemy,
the Indian meantime shooting srrows at
him as he advanced, one going through
his sleeve, another passing through hLis
jacket, on the shoulder, just breaking the
skin, while the third and lust arrow struck
Taylor in the top of his forehead, splitting
the skin a little, parting his halr in the
middle, and glanced out of the top of his

nt.

Finding & carbine lying on the ground
that had been dropped or thrown away
by some of our men, Taylor quickly
grebbed it up, but finding it was cmpty
elubbed it snd threw it st his enemy,
who wns now only a few yards from him., |

The Indian dodged the earbine, then
jcked it up and threw it back at Taylor,
ut missed him. Seeing that the Cheyenne
wis out of arrows, Taylor rushed at him
with his saber, thinking to easily finish
him, but found the powerful savage almost
& match for him with no weapon but
his bow and butcher-kuife. He would
wiurd off Taylor's blows with his bow, now
and then making a lunge at the little sol-
dier with his knife,

In this manner they fought for some
minntes (Taylor eays he thought it hours)
the Indinn's bow being pearly chopped to
pieces parrylng his adversary’s suber cuts, |
Once the saber glanced down the Indian's
arm, taking out a huge slice, from which
be bLled profusely, but etill kept up the
fight. Onee he changed his kuife quickly
to his left hand, and grabbed the saber
blade with his right, only to get his hand |
badiy cut In trying to twist the saber uuLI
of Taylor's haund,

3y this time Taylor, who was a small
man, was nearly played ount, and begun
to think that Lis chavees were doubitful,

Both men drew back a pace or two for
& breathing spell, when Taylor thought he
noticed the Indian stagper a little, as if
from wenkness; and tauking his saber in
both huands, rushed at the Cheyenne furi
ously, aiming a heavy blow at his head.
The red skin saw that he could not parry
such a cut with his splintered and hacked
bow, and =0 eprung backward to get out
of the saber's reach, but in doing sn
tripped himseelf in some way and fell
sprawling on his back.

Quick as a cat, Taylor sprung wpon his
fallen foe, thrusting his saber turough
him, and into the ground, then  sat down

n him, completely exhausted. The dying

ndinn raised his head a little and made
an inquiring sigo to know if Taylor was
Ioin to take his sealp. Taylor assured

im by signs that he would not scalp him.

A smile of satisfaction passed over his
face, as he dropped his head back and

While still sitting on the dead Indian,
panting, the first one to reach him was
one of our Pawnee scouts, who came rid-
ing up, drew his knife end made a sign

Taylor that be wunted to take the

+ & ATrogpers Story.

The little soldier withdrew his saber from
the Cheyenne's body, and gave the Paw-
nee to understand that if he didn’t take
himself away lie wonld use it on him.

Quite o crowd had gathered about the
little bero und his dead enemy by this
time—several  soldiers and officers and
severn]l Pawnees; and when It was ex-
plained to them throngh an interpreter
that he bnd promised the dead Cheyenne
that he should not be scalped, they re-
luctantly agreed to forego the pleasure of
Mifting his hair.”

AFHAID OF HIS MAJOR,

Teaylor bad long age {(when we were re-
cruits together at Jefferson Barracks) con
fided to me that he was a deserter from
Co. A, 2d Art.; that he deserted from the
company in Oalifornia two or throee yenrs
previous to this time.

real name was Marshal, and that our pres-
ent Major (Sedgwick) was his Captain at
the time he deserted, He eoften expressed
a fear that Se k would recogulze him,
and have him arrested and court-martialed
for desertion. But from being many times
in the Major's presence and seeing no sign
of recognition, bhe had come to think that
bis old Captain had forgotten bim.

His doubits on this point were set ut rest,
owever, this evening, when, as we were
sitting by the caomp-fire, Tavlor cleaning
the blood off his saber, the Major passed
by. Seving Taylor thus cmployed, Maj,
Sedgwick stopped suddenly and, seeming
to speak without thinking, said:

“Marshal,"—thes  suddenly correcting
himself—"or, Tuylor, I should have said,
I'm told you haud a tough fight of it with
that big Inding upon the hill, there

“Yes, qir,” said Taylor, turning red in
the face, for he saw by the Major's ad-
dressing bim as “Mashal” that he had
known him  all the time. “Yes, sir,”
springing up and saluting, “he came pretty
nenr being one too muny for me, but I
got away with him at last.,"”

“Did he give you that?” snid the Major,
poiuting to the little split in the skin of
Taylor's forehead.

“Yea, sir,” nuswered Taylor, “he struck
me there with an arrow, before I got
up to bim, but I was too hard-headed for
him, snd the arrow glanced out the top of
my hat.”

Then, after hearing Taylor relate the
particnlars of the fight, he commendsd the
little fellow for his pluck sund then sud-
denly remarked:

"f“l.n, really, Taylor, I never gave you
any great credit for bravery, I was sur-
prised to hear that you had gequitted
yourself 8o well,”

“I don't tuke no great ercdit to mys=alf
on that score, Maojor, but you know the
old saying, ‘eorms a coward and he'll
light like the devil! T had the advantage
of him till my horse fell and threw me.
Then the tables were turned, and I saw
thut one of us had to die, and so I did my
level best. But, say, Majur, hefore we
get into another » I'd like to swap
my saber for a lighter one,” and, exhibit-
iug his saber, it proved to be one of the
old heavy Dragoon sabers, while most of
us carried the light-cavalry blades,

The Major tald Taylor to keep the old
saber—it should be his—us o reminder of
the hardest fight he ever bad, and he
would have the Captain issue to him a
vew light saber for future use,

This fight reminded me of an incident
at Fort Leavenworth before we set out on
the campaign, One day our Captain had
& grindstone set down in rear of our quar-
ters, and we reeeived orders that each man
should sharpen his saber.  Meeting old
Tom at the grindstone I asked him:

“I suppose¢ this meuns business, Tom,
eh?"”

“Not much,” he replied. “This is n
mere matter of form. The oflicers use
such means to impress new recruits; but,
let me tell you; 've always found a saber
& mighty useless piece of forniture for a
soldier; more for ornament than vée, And
as an arm to fight Lodians with, vou won't
often get in sabor distance of a hostile
redskin. The argument is generally set-
tled, one way or the other, before the
soldier and Indian get that close together,
You'd better learn 1o rely on your Sharp's
rifle and navy., They are the things for
Indian fighting."”

And T found Tom was about right: 1
never knew many Indiang to be killed by
the saber.

Bome one asked Muorphy, the wild Irish-
man, this evening how many Indians he
bad killed in the fight.

“Well, really,” suid Murphy, “I didn't
count them. But I'm dead sure of one
thing, and that is that 1 killed as many of
them as they did of me.”

GETTING BREADY TO MOVE ON.

We were gll ordered ont this evening
on “undress parade,”"—that is, just {o our
fatigue clothes—of course, we bhave no
others now—aud these are getting rather

Eﬁnyenne's scalp. Taylor told him *no,"”
t the Pawnee insisted—he must bave it

ragged. On parade the Adjutunt resd an
order from the Colouel highly commend-

ing the men and oiicers for their gallantry
in nction, ete., and sincerely regretting the
desth of two brave men and wounding of
a dozen more, Then followed an -n’flf:l-'
detniling Capt. Rensselaer W. Foote's
company, [Capt. Foote was killed at
Gaines's Mills, Va., June 27, 1862 —Ed.]
of the 6th Infantry to remain on our pres-
ent eamping ground to take care of the
wounded, until they were able to lr‘:s:u-}.
and then to make his way back to Fort
Kearny; the rest of us to continue the
pursuit of the Cheyennes. )

Our 20-days’ rations were out this even-
fug; we ate the Iast of them for snpper.
We will be restricted to a diet of beel
alone, now, and for fear of that running
out, we are eul down to three-fourths of a
pound per day to each mnn.

A full ration of beef is one and one-
fourth pounds per day per man. This Is a
plenty when we ave gotting full rations
of other things, such as coffee, sugar,
bread, beans, rice, salt, ele., bul to be con-
fined to poor beef alone, sud but Tittle aver
balf rations of that, is pretty slim fare
for hearty men to make big moarches on.

The prospect is oot finttering. The
camp seems  gloomy.  True, we have

whipped the Cheyennes, but here we are,
away out in the wilderness, huudreds of

He said that bhiz | miles from a buman babitation, with al-

“HE WouLDd WaARD OFF TaYLOR'S Brows Wity His Bow."”

most nothing to eat, sud a certuinty of
soon having less,

There are probably meny men sitting
around our campfires tonight thinking of
the comfortuble homes they have left, and
resolving, if they ever get back, to stay
there. But that won't relleve our present
wants, It becomes us as men to look the
facts squarely in the face, and prepare
to mect them,

Sitting by our campfires we ean plainly
hear the barking aud soarling of the
wolves that are feasting on the dead Chey-
eunet, who were left lying whore they fell,
It mnkes us thaukful that our own dead
and wounded are cuared for,

In the morning, instead of resuming our
mureh, we remained in cawp till poon, to
bury the dead soldiers, Lyneh and Cue,
tad to throw up a breastwork of sod for
the protection of the Infantry company,

who will be left here to cure for the
waonnded.,
Wi leave them our ambualanee, nlso, to

huaul the wounded in, and a dozen head of
beef cuttle for their subsistence. When
these are gone they wil' bave to eat their
poack-mules, unless they can regels the buf-
falo range by thut time,

The dead were “buried with the hon-
ors of war,” the eeremony belng neces-
garily much abbreviated here to what it
would have been in garrison,

A bhowitzer was dismonnted and the
gun-carringe nged for n hesrse. Having
no collin, the body was simply wrapped in
a Government blanket, lnid on the pgun-
carringe, and the flag lald over it. With
escort with “reversed arms,” and bogles
sounding n dead march, the procession
slowly and sadly wended its way to the
grave that had been prepared on the hill-
side just east of camp, the ground fought
over the day before,

The body was lowered Into the grave,
after the Hog was removed, the barial
service read by some conunissioned offfocy
in the absence of a Chaplain, o salute of
biank eartridges fired by the escort, the
enrth shoveled in until the grave is nearly
flledd, then the remaining space is filled
with pluats of the prickly pear to keep
the wolves out. Then as a last farewell
the bugle sounded “taps,” or “lights out,”
when the escort and procession are faecd
tibout and mareh off to guick time and live-
Iy musie, to eamp,

The companies to which the dead men
belonged buried thelr respective men, Go,
A burying Lynch, Co. G buryiug Cade,

Every now and then, in the maost pa-
thetic secnes of life, we are reminded
by some ludicrous iocident that ““tis but
8 step from the subliine to the ridienlons.*
At the burinl of Private Lynch, of Co, A,
Lieut. Perking had been detailed to read
the burial service at the grove. Though
anything but a religious man, “Perk” had
a very dignified aud austere appearance,
and looked quite ministerinl as he stood
at the head of the grave with bared head
and,prayer book in hand.

In the firiug party, which was ranged
alongside, was Private Jones, o reoruit,
who bhad just made the discovery tlat
there was a plece of rag fast in his enrbine
that would prevent his fiving, and as Le
secmed to think that the whole eeremony
would be a failure if Le dido't get to
fire off his piece with the rest of the escort,
he was very much worked up over it.

Perking bhad begun very solemuly:

“Man that is born of woman, his days
are few and full of trouble,” when Jones
interrupted him in a loud “stage whisper”
withi:

“Lientant, they's a rag in oy gun."

Perkins frowned and shook his head at
Jounes, and began again:

of his

“Mun that is born
days''— -

"ecling the r(-i-'Emmhiiity of the whole
affuir resting on bis carbine, Joues again
interrupted:

"yut, Lieatcnant, they’s a rag in my

n il

woman,

Throwing a withering look on the of-
feuder, Perking squelched him with:

“Shut up, you fool, you ain't got the
sense of a louse.” And then very solemn-
Iy irfc:eeded with the ceremony.

L Lieut. Jobn N, Perkins served in 13th
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Inf. 1847-48; mustered out; restored to
Army as First Lieut®nant 1. 8. Cav., In
1RG5 cushiered May 4, 1859; Captain Ala-
bama Cuv,, C. 8 ARG1-"85.—Ed.]

While this wus going on the rest of us
were busy spading up sod and laving it
up in a wall, to protect the infautry and
wounded from an attuck should a party of
the Cheyennes return.  This wall was luid
up nbout five or six feet high, inclosing n
square space large enough to contain the
little garrison and their nuimals,

It is probable that in after yvears the
first sertlers of northwest Kuansas found
the remmins of this little fort, and won
dered by whom and for what purpose it
was built. It was all Kansas ‘Terrvitory
then, clear to the monntains—~Counties not
laid omt—and 1 don't kuow just where to
locate it. But it wus on the south bank
of the Bolomon River, well toward the
head of that stream. There 14 no timber
on the Solomon here except & few scutter-
ing cottonwood and elm trecs,

AN ABANDONED CHEYENNE CAMI.

About noon we bid good-by to the in-
fantry company detuiled to remain and
protect the won and struck out seuth-
wiurd on the Chevenne's trail. At o dis-
tiunee of about 13 miles from the Salomon
we cume in sight of the Cheyenne village,
s all standing, about 300 of them, but
no herds of ponies, or other signs of life
to indicate the presence of the cnemy, and
soon our scouts, (the Delawares—the Paw-
uees having been left with Capt. Foote's
compuny of infantry) eame back with the
news that the village was abandoned by
the Cheyennes, evidently the previous eve
ping, and in soch haste that they had left
all their lodges standing and a great denl
of their other property.

We soon reachied the villnge, which was
well loented in a horse-shoe beml of
smnll ereck, The defeated warriors, com-
ing back after the fight, most have cre

. w3 A,

Cated o panie; for they had left nearly ev-
Perything—seemingly, from appearinees, to

bave gothered their ponies and packed only
such few things as they eould grab in theis
hurry. A few old, broken-down ponics
were left.  Great gquantities of dried buf-
fulo meat, buflulo robes, buckskins, aute-
lope skinsg, wolf and fox skins, blankets,
moceasing, leggings—all sorts of Iudina
“Axin's"” in great profusion were found in
the lodges,

They sceemed in the first place to have
been so confident of whipping us, that the
warriors had rigged themselves up in their
best war toggery, atd marched out 15
miles to meet us on the 8olomon, making
po preparation for moviag their village;
and when the whipped® and  wonnded
braves came running huek to report the re-
sult of the fight—and probably their ex-
citement enused them to greatly exngger-
ate their defeat—they had no time to take
down and pack up lodges, and so ran away
and left everything, supposing that we
were right on their heels,

It is customary when in camp for a war-
rlor to set up a =mall s pole in front
of his lodge, on which he hangs the senlps
that he has taken. These are prized very
highly, and the case must be extremely
urgent when a brave will leave these tro-
phies. 1 fouud several of these little poles,
strung with s-:ulpsr. still standing in' front
of the lodges. Theso, 1 concluded, were
the property of the warriors who had been
killed in the fight of yesterday, and their
families or relations hiad been so frighten-
ed a5 to forget them. I pulled down one
pule, bhenring siz or eight ‘scalps, and sc-
lecting one or two. as relics, threw the
balanee nways. These were stretched on
light willow hoops, the flesh side dressed
and some of them ornaménted on the flesh
side with beads, paint or porenpine quills,

After going throngh the village and
holping onrselves to such things as we
could make use of, we tore down their
lodges aud piled them and all other prop-
erty in heaps and set fire to them. We
approprinted the dried buffalo meat, and
pucked o lot of it on our mules, for future
use, but could find nothing else in the line
of grul,

After destroying their village we eampod
for ;lu.- uight on the bapk of the adjneent
CUovE,

FOLLOWING THE CHEYEXXE TRALL.

In the morning we pesumed onr mareh,
following the trail of the Cheyennes,
which is & very plein one, going south-
wanl,

Throngh a dry, barcen and desalaie
country they nre lemding ns whoere we cian
find no guwe for our gabsistence, very lit-
tle gross for our anbmals, and watering
places few and far between,

jut on we go, day after day, making
a8 long marches as our men aud animals
cann endure, our subsistence being ent
down to three-fourths of a pound of very
poor beef per day to ench man—unot a bit
of anything else but beef and water, both
of poor quality and of small quantity. Noi
even a grain of salt to senson our beef and
water., We seem to erave sult very much.
We sometimes sprinkle in a little gun-
powider for sensoning, but it mukes a very
poor substitute for salt,

We draw our rations of heof each aftor-
noon, after coming into eamp, a Texas
steer being killed each doay, for the sule
sistence of the command—the one usually
selected being the one about to give out
on the march, and it une gives out during
the doy's muarch he is butehered on the
trail and the meat packed on our mules
till we arrive [u camp. The entrails of
the beef and every vestige that can be
utilized ns food are greedily devoured by
the starving soldicrs,

Our officers fare sabout like the men,
They pessibly get a little more beef to the
min than is allowed ench soldier, but they
have nothing but beef and water. Iyven
the old Colonel comes down to the com-
mon bill of fare. The men become so rav-
envus that it is found necessary to post
two guards over the beef, while the butch-
er is cutting it up, to keep them from car-
rying the meut off, and when the entrails
are thrown aside, a hungey crowd ponnees
onto them like a pack of famished wolyes,
Each company's allowance of beef is slung
on a pale between two men and carvied
to the company’s cawmp. There it is cut
up and divided between the messes, nnd
usually enten for suppér—the amount be
ing too small to make twop meals,

This is wearly starvation, But for 23
days we lived thus, maréhing from 25 to
30 miles per day, before we got to reach
the full rations again, On rare occasions
we kill a little game. Yor instance, one
day gome man of my mess Killed o wolf,
and we had a grand feast of wolf ment.
On another oceasion a pale-cat was killed
and we ate that. One day 1 found a
couple of young buxzands—little downy
fellows, like goslings—in & nest in an old
tree near camp, and 1 and my chums had
o mess of stewed buzzand. In this way
the bill of fare was varied some, but not
wuch improved,

Now and then a horse or mule would
give out, and the Colonel would ovder it
to be shot, the men usnally helping them-
selves to the meat. When any of ounr
animals wonld beecome so exhausted as to
be unable to keep up with the command,
they were glways killed te prevent their
falling into the hands of the Indians,

We found many pew-made graves on
the trail, indicating that the Cheyennes
were burying their warriors as they died
from wounds received in the late fight.

Those of our men who use tobacco—and
they nearly all do—seem to suffer ex-
tremely for want of it. They say they
can stand it better to do without food
than without tobaeco, I have seen them
smoking dried sumach leaves, and varions
kinds of bark, and chewing pieces of

i
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Seventh prize, $25, won by Geo. 1. Mix,
Eighth prize, $25,

ners in previoias contests,
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Exact guess wing Bull's-Eye prize, $2,000,
Flrst price, $500, won by David P, Bard, Gallipolis, Ohio, by guess , |
Becond prize, $100, won hy L F. Schlabach, 943 E. Market St., Akron, Olio, by
Third prize, §75, won by Heury M. Buell, Middlefield, Obio, by guess
Fourth prize, $50, won by W. A. Hose, mre;I, N. Y., by guess . , . .
Fifth prize, §25, won by 8. V. Glick, Nupolecn, Ohio, by gues
Bixth prize, $25, won by John Boyd, Defiance, Ohio, by guess . . . © o 4 s o o &

won by Rev. T. V. Moore, Jasper, N. Y., by
Ninth prize, $25, won by O. F. Harkness, Iron River, Wis,, by guess ., . . . , . .
Tenth prize, $25, won by C. C. Townsend, Box 153, Cleveland, Uhio, by guess , . .
Eleventh prize, §25, won by B. Hainline, Emporis, Kan., by guess .-, . . . . . .
Twelfth prize, $25, won by Asa Scott, Dry Braoch, W. Vo, by goess ., . . . + « .
Thirteenth prize, $25, won by F. B. Dumbleton, Bayard, Ohio, by guess . « . . . .
Fourteeuth prize, $25, won by C. H, Prentice, Pana, 111, by ooy ML
Fifteenth prize, $25, won by Hermann Buddemeier, Washington, Mo., by guess . .
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Bullards Bar, Cal., by guess . . . , + «
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Plenty of news from winners next week.

E WINNERS.
U. 8, Treasary Receipts for Monday, March 25, 1001, $2,095,4150.04 —the figures guessed at.

Nearest gaess wins first prize, next nearest second prize, and so on.
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o o s v 0DE 421,58, Lo LG
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o v os o« 2,003.540.11. w o3 -
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« » s 0o« 2,008500.76. wes "
o v en 0 2.095.624.00. e
v v os e o« w008 67335, w4 2y
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o v s on e UG8 20447, vl G 0l
o« s o0 e e 2,008900.29, g
e s s s« 200815876 i g -
o wow s s 200872416, . 5 =

2 008, 738,57, oy e

Note.—The Bull's-Eye prize was not won, but the first prize winner came with $3.37 of winning it. Bank checks for
the alove amounts were mailed to the respective winners March 26—the day after the contest was decided.

Ohio lewis among the winners, simply hecanse subscribers and club-raisers from that State sent in winning guesses. These
contests are very popular in Ohio, and her people send in plenty of guesses. The prizes go to winners wherever they are,
whether widely distributed throughiout the Unilon, as in the previous contest, or largely in one State, as in the present contest

The publishers and editors have no personal acquaintance with any of the above winners, nor, indeed, with any of the win-

isolation like that of a
crowd. Gilbert and Margaret, weaving
in and out along the leafy paths, talked
as freely as if they were quite alone in
the world,  Past the merry, chattering
groups on the lawns, the beautiful lake
was lapping and gurgling on its narrow
beach, Muargaret  had decided to give
Just this one evening to Gilbert, When
he #sked her to go for & walk he had
looked =0 ill and wan she could not re-
fuse, She folt a warm glow of autisfac-
tion over her unselfishness in sacrificing
both her inclination and her resclution
for him. And being contented with her-
self she was more charming towards every
body else—as is always the case.

“And this illnesy you've had, Gilbert?
she asked, after they bhad disenssed the
Assemnbly, the Ashbels and a thousand
other trivial things, Margaret wondered if
e would notice that she called him Gil-
burt instead of the old, ehildish **“Will"

“Fever,” he answered carelessly., *“I1
thought I told you,”

“Perhaps you did.
very ill?"

"!I suppose so—three weeks in the hos-
pital.™

Margaret o' ~sped her hands together
with a little nervons movement. “And
you—you dido't let anybody know?”

“Well, ves," langhiog. “The doctor
knew, and several other people in Cleve-
lund, and elsewhere,”

“1 didn’t mean that—but you left all
your friends in ignorance,”

“Friends?" he repeated, with an em-
s,

: “Oh, Gilbert,” she exclaimed tremu-
lously, “you know what I mesn—any of
the people in Summerdale!™

“Yes, I wrote to the only person there
wlhio asked to hear from me”

“0Oh, who wns that?'

1 wrote to him after T left

There is no

Was t—were you

HHettgon.
the hospital.,”
7 “Ihid

i\'un tell him you hnd been se-
iz

“Did T give him particolars? No, 1
don't think T did,"” with a ehockle,
“Why not?" nsked Margaret. Bhe felt

a little aggrieved ot his amnsement. Bhe

PASSIONATE
conld seen no canse for it.

“Ie might have been afraid the letter
was not disinfected!” The chuckle ripen-
ed into downright laughter,

“What would bave happened if you had
died off there ali alone?”

“1 thought of that,” replied the young
man more soberly, “On  the whole it
might have simpliied matters.”

“Will!” with a sturt.

“Oh, nobody ever would have known;
they would simply have thought I had
intentionally“lost myself somewhere in the
rest of the world, and bave forgoetien me in
a4 month.”

“But—the papers,”

“They don't publish Interments in the
Potter's Field. As It bappened, not a
soul on earth knew that W. Gilbert Sears
was lying in a Cleveland hospital at the
point of 5eath it

L
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ering lips.
will you?"

“Huave the typhoid? No, ther tall me
the experience is not likely to repeat itself,
and it’s rather late for a relapse now.'"

“Ob, Will, dear, we wen't let you re-
lapse!—I1 mean, Mrs. Ashbel and 1 will
Ij(.u!.‘ :'lfh‘l' sou and see you aren't impru-
dent.”

“You're very kind,” asscnied Gilbert.
She thought him shockingly cool and un-
sympathetic, and they walked on for some
time without sayving anything. Coming
to an empty seut near the plaster Mt, Pis-
gauh, Muargaret suggested that they sit
down. Then something seemed to change
the current of their thoughts, and she
suddenly leaned towards Sears, askiog
engerly:

“Gilbert, did you write Mr, Bettson
you were coming here?”

“Yes—I meant to convalesce here and
read a little preparatory law.” He
laughed and went on. “I went ever to
Mayville and borrowed a Blackstone of
Judge Vandeveer, who looked me over se-
riously, and when I asked directions for
using the book, ndvised me to mpply it as
a cushion by day aud a pillow by night!
I've been  getting along pretty slowly,
that's a fact, My eyes don't seem to be
good for much. You see, the doctor in
Cleveland insisted on a month of absolute-
ly fresh air and idleness. He commanded
me in terms that allow no guinsaying to
come here, hire a boat with a bit of a
muast, a fishing-rod and tackle, and nego-
tinte n month’'s supply of bait in advance
and then—just let myself relax. In fact,
he came with me here to see I didn't
sneak off of anything. I go on the water
every morning, troll up and down the
lake for & while, pull in my spoons, anchor
somewhere—anywhere I please—put up
an umbrelln, throw out a buss line, put on
a puir of smoked goggles, take up Black-
stone, read a bit, think it over while tend-
ing to the hooks, eat my luncheon, and
come in just before dinner, It sesms mo-
notonous to tell about, but it is very rest-

Ln

"['unr

“You—you won't do so again,

boy,” murmured Margaret.

“MARGARET TURNED HER BACK TO SEARS. AND SHOOKE WiTH NOISELESS,

“0b, Will!" Margaret put her handker-

chief over her mouth to hide her quiv-

“Aren’t you ever lonely?”

=Y

WEEPING

“If T am it isn't the first time."

Margaret felt the reprosch and was
silent n moment. Then she asked, rather
curiously:

“Did your illness interfere with your
business, Gilbert?"

“NVery much.”

“Are yon going on with it?”

“That's what Bettson asked., Yes, 1
shall fill out my contract as scon as I am
well enough."”

“Have you heard anything of what ]mp-
pened in Summerdale before we left?

“*No," calmly, It seemed even worse to
Margaret that he manifested absalutely
no curiosity aboct what it was evident
she was anxious to tell 3

“You're awfully provoking tonight.
Willl Well, then, it's reported that 1 am
to be married—and I believe yon are as in-

ANW[MN?

Terms of which will be an.
nounced next week. This
new contest will be the last,
and it will, probably, be for
the benefit of Club-raisers
only. But this limitation
bars none, because any sube
scriber may become a Club-
raiser, and thus be entitled
to guesses. Very few raise
clubs; therefore, the chances
for winning are very good for
those who start at once and
raise clubs of fair size.

«.BRIEF PROSPECTUS OF...

The National Tribune,

Weekly. Now in Its 24th Year.

Besides its literary attractions, the pis
per makes a specialty of the doings of
Congress and the Executive braoches of
the Government.

A‘ partial list of the current and forthe
coming articles and stories will be fouad
meuntioned below:

AD‘\'E.\'TCI!E:S OF AN IRON BRI
GADE MAN, By R. K. Beacham, late

2d Wis.
A graphie description of campaig
battles and marches in the Army ufb&‘!'o

Potomae from the earliest days of the
war, including an elaborate description of
the battle of Gettysburg,

It is a splendid story.

A VOLUNTEER IN THE PHILIPs
f‘l.\EB. By Lieut. R. G. Rice,

The letters are extremely Interesti
and at the same time of great practie
value. They deal largely with the rich
sugar producing island of Panay, and not
only are military operations detailed, but
the articles abound in descriptions and
observations of various natural featuves
of this large island, which will be close
studied by those having an eye towas
business in our new “Far West,”

CANOEING ALONG NICARAGUAL

By Dr. J. Hampden Porter.

This interesting series of papers by De
Porter has several weeks yet to run, with
constantly increasing interest. Not only
are the Doctor's adventures always stir
ring, but the information he gives about
Nicuragua is always accurate and at this
tm.‘g has @ special interest to the genural
reader.

BUGLE NOTES FROM DIXIE.

Geo. Dallas Mosgrove. % X3
_ Mr, Mosgrove is  well known as a byl
liant writer and an author with & well
estublished reputation. The series of pa-
pers which he is now contribating to oug
columns cannot fail to add to his already
well-earned literary reputation. Although
a Confederate cavalryman and writing
largely for Union veterans, he never dips
his pen in gall, but his work is chirao-
terized by a spirit of fairness which cane
not but please his old-time enemies.
THE SUMMERDALE BRAB

Hon. Albion W. Tourgee. BB By
A brilliant serial,
ROUGH RIDING ON THE PLAINS,
A Trooper's Story of Fifty Years Agv.
< The author is Robert Morris Peck, lats
Co. K, 4th U. 8. Cav., and the story covers
ive years of the most exciting service just
prior to the war of the rebellion.
SI KLEGG AND SHORTY. By Joha
MecElroy.
. These soldicr boys of ours are just starte
Ing o0 a new campaign, the weekly narra-
tion of which will entertsin our readerg
throughout the year.

STORIES OF THE REGIMENTS.

Prepared by officers and cuwrades of
the old commands,

PENSION RULINGS,

which will be closely watched by us fog
the henefit of our readers, We report in
full all new pension decisions and rulings,
FROM LOUISVILLE TO THE SEA.

A soldier's diary of the eivil war, de-
geribing scenes and Iocldents s witnessed
by a man who marched in the ranks,
“THE BUSHWHACKER'S DAUGH-
TER." By Prof. Wm. J. Dews, authog
of “A Union Man in Richmond.”
CAMPAIGNING WITH FULLER. By
Chas. I. Adkins, Co. K, 27th Ohio,

A vivid narrative of the experience of &
recruit,

WITH THE WESTERN ARMY. By
Gen. Green B. Ruum, late Commissioneg
of Pensions.

A series of articles of great historical
value.

THE OREGONS IN THE PHILIP-
PINES. By Capt. H. F. Wells, 2d Ore.
Eketches of the battles and marches of
the first year's war in the Philippines by
a military newspaper man.

differcnt about it as Mr. Bettson says you
(Coutinued on second page).
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